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FOR THE WASP. 


COMMUNICATION. 





Iik democratic printers are altogether af a lofs 
wuai to do with James Thompfon Callender, author 
uf « The Profpeét Before us,” a book written with 
great ability, and much more wickednefs—reviling not 
only Adams and Hamiltoa, but even Wafhington him. 
feli—and that not during Wathington’s life only, but 
even afterhis death. For writing this book, Jefferfon 
gave him ore hundred .¢ollagucash.. They hnd_ their 
philotopher in a terrible pickle. In ’97 he praifed 
Adams to the fkies, ina little inaugural fpeech he made 
before the Senate as Vice-Prefident—told the Senate, 
with a face the devil himfclf could not aflume, that he 
fincerely prayed no accident might call him to the pre- 
fident’s chair, which had been juftly confided to the 
great and good man (Mr. Adams) whofe talents and in- 
tegrity had been known by him through a long courfe 
of years, and of whofe friendihip he felt proud. Mark 
now—in ’98 he pays Callender a hundred dollars tor 
writing a book in which this great and gooa man is cal- 
led a murderer, a hoary headed incendiary—in fhort, 
Callender endeavors throughout to prove him the great- 
eft blockhead and villain in America! Wafhington 
fhares the fame fate, if not worfe—tor Callender, in his 
way, proves hima traitor, &c. &c. One hundred dol- 
jars reward ! Will the reader turn to that inaugural 
{peech of 1801, and fee how this incarnate {peaks of 
Watfhington. There he makes him a demi-god—havy- 
ing already paid Caliender for making him a devil. 
Such is the plain itate of the cafe. Will the word 
*‘ hypocrite”’ defcribe this man? There is not ftrength 
enough inthe term. Perhaps Mr. Jefferfon is beft de- 
{cribed by a little of his own fweet language. An 77. 


“ To lafh the Rafcals naked through the world.” 
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furiated man feeking through (the) blood and flaugh- 
ter of other men’s fame, the long deftred Prefidercy. 
—Hot gall was poured upon the aihes of the immortal 
Wathington, and to this wretch it was luxury to fnuff 
the rich incenfe. Language fails here. When wiil 
the people open their eyes. When will they learn 
that the {weeteft talker—he who is continually trying 
to perfuade them, that he, and he alone, 1s almoft per- 
fe£tion—when will they learn that fuch an one is the 
deadlieft of hypocrites ? When will they learn—to dii- 
pife thefe word-mongers—to detefi thefe magicians of 


the infernal ? 


FOR THE W. ASP. 





COMMUNICATION. 
Heaven and earth! with what abrupt, with what 
* terrible, with what over-whelming juftice, does the 
“ hand of God fometimes fhatter the bulwarks of fraud 
“and burft open the brazen doors of hypecri/y.” 
KECORDER. 


N the laft number of the Wafp, the very juftifice- 
tion which the democrats now offer for the deteftible 
conduét of their prefident, was examined in language 
warm, but not indecent. .Callender was admitted to be 
all that his quondain patrons now declare him; andthe 
excufes of the democrats were placed ine juft point of 
view. If any fhould think thofe remarks too pointed, 
too fevere, the only apology I will offer is this :—I love 
my country—I am attached to her independence—I 
love all thofe who braved the. dangers of thofe days, 
in which that independence was planted, reared and ma- 
tured. Above all, I love apd reverence the memory 
of that departed patriot, to whofe bravery, to whofe 
unequalled difcretion, to whofe magnanimous, and 
difinterefted conduét, more than to that of any other, 
we are, under heaven, indebted for our freedom, our 


happinefs, and al! our bleffings. Itwas not my happy 
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lot, to fhare with him the dangers of the field—to be. 
hold him, eétive and enterprizing, in thole days. big 
with the fate of freedom and America. But I have 
heard from my father, from his aged companions” 1a 
glory, the great deeds which he performed. I have 
read of his achievments in our ftruggle tor liberty. 
I have witneffed his greatnefs and his purity in the ca- 
binet. With my mother’s milk I imbibed for him 
love, reverence and gratitude—and refle€iion has rivet- 
ted thofe afleGiions inmy foul. I cannet boalt the ma- 
turity of age. But I have lived long enough to fee the 
vile verfatility of the human charaéter. I have lived 
to fee thrat patriot, who, while on earth, was reveren- 
ced, loved and refpefted by all, as the faviour of his 
country, now that he is departed, vilified, and moft 

rofsly flandered, by the tools of an afpiring rival._— 
And I have lived to fee thofe very men, who now fat- 
ten on the preduattions of his toils and dangers, rack 
their inventions for veils, palliatives and arguments to 
excufe; juftify and cover from deteftation his malignant 
flanderers. Lappeal tothofe who have viewed the ca- 
reer of Wafhington, who have beheld every aétion of 
his life—is there any ground, is there any colour ot 
pretence for thofe cruel afperfions ? Was your Wafh- 
ington indeed *‘ arrobber, a perjurer, a traitor ?’’ Have 
you one [park of humanity, one particle of gratitude, 
and yet will you tolerate fuch baretaced violations of 
truth and decency ? Willyou fay that any language too 
warm, any epithets too fevere can be applied to thofe 
who thus accufe him ?. No—if a man, to gratify ambi- 
tion and avarice, will trample on all the principles of 
decency, honefty, morality and religion—if he will 
{upport and reward thofe, whofe vocation it is to {port 
with truth and murder charaéter—if he will treat Duane, 
dine with Ceeetham, and pay Callender, tor affaflinat- 
ing the reputation of Wafhington, is there any law, di- 
vine or human, which does not warrant, nay demand, 
the keeneft cenfures, the fevereft punifhment ? Has 
not Mr. Jefferfon done all this ? Is any one weak enough 
to doubt it ? It does not refLon Callender’s word. He 
points out the yery man who paid him the money. This 
man is a relation of Mr. Jefferfon, and a democrat. 
Is it to be fuppofed, that, if the charge is falfe, this re- 
lation of Mr. fefferfon would be filent ? That he would 
not fhut the mouths of all, by a prompt and public de- 
nial ? This he has not dane—-Nay! the £xaminer, a 
paper under the peculiar patronage ot Mr. Jefferfon, 
printed in the town where Callender lives, exprefsly 
admits the truth of the accufation. Duane, Chectham, 
Smith, and the whole holt of democratic editors, plead 
guilty. Is not the :nference irrefiftible that it istrue ? 


And when we hear our own democrats ftill continue to 
doubt or deny, ought we to’ condemn their brazen irm- 
pudence, or pity their unbounded itupidity ? 
ANTI-CALUMNIATOB, 








‘r-ORTEN obferve thofe democratie ed- 
itors, whofe nerves are tremulous and in- 
telleéts a, little weakly, aping the arts of 
fome able editors to the fouthward. While 
they are quaking for fear in their clofets, 
they direct their boys to hang out the bloo- 
dy flag to their opponents. Thus Mitch- 
ell, a few weeks fince, dreffed up a man of 
ftraw: called him a correfpondent, and 
then, with dauntlefs bravery, informed him 
that he fhould referve the hiftory of ‘ a 
deferted parfon turned printer,” which he 
had fent him, till {ome more proper oppor- 
tunity. And Holt would make us believe, 
that the Queries to Mr. G-n-r, are with- 
held througa an averfion to notice the ‘* lit- 
tle thing.” But, ye twin-brothers tn ini- 
quity, what do you expect from this ma- 
noeuvre? Do you think that RoperT Rus- 
TIcoAT, Efquire, is to be diverted from 
his object by fuch miferavie little arts ? 
only fee how eaiily I can pay you in kind : 
—‘* The hiftory of the remarkable conver- 
‘© fion of a little limber limb of the law. 
‘¢ from the light of federalifm, to the dark- 
** nefs of democracy ; together with a few 
** remarks on the nature of animal magnet- 
‘ifm ;—all tending toexplain how the 
‘* apoftacy of a great Uncle in the city 
‘* of Hudfon, can turn a /¢tle nephew top.. 
‘« fy-turvy in the county of Chenango, is 
«received, I fthall not publith it while 
* this limb of the law refts cafy—But a lit- 
‘* tle more growling about the Walp from 
‘‘ him, will bring out the whole ftory,” 
We have received from another correfpond.’ 
ent, who appears to be a lawyer, a quef- 
tion addreffed to one mifter Mitchell, * re. 
quefting his opinion upon the conftruction 
of the ftatute againft Bigamy. Alfo, a 
{hort account of an aggravated inftance of 
feduction, addrefied to the peculiar and at- 
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tentive confideration of mifter Mitchell.” 
My correfpondent is informed, that this 
mutt likewife lay awhile upon my table. 
Mitchell is now fquirming in the iron grafp, 
and fmarting under the well timed lafhes of 
the editor of the Poughkeepfie Journal. 
When he hasa little recovered, { will again 
take him in hand, and if I donot ‘ lath 
the rafcal naked through the world,” it 
will not be for want of power or materi- 
als, but merely from motives of compailion. 
—So much for Mircheli’s threatenings, and 
Holt’s bluftering. By the by, Holt, what do 
you mean by * the little thing,” &c.—Have 
you yet to learn that ‘* the mind’s the mea- 
jure of the man.” And though the Wa/p 
does not poffefs quite fo formidable a fur- 
face as your drone, ftill ‘* Sir Pious” will 
tell you, that it has a confounded fharp 
fling. It has other qualities too, which 
renders it far your fuperior ; juft as far as 
the freeman is fuperior to the flave. ‘The 
Wafp has never fold itfelf to a junto, for 
thirty pieces of filver. It has never barter- 
ed its confcience ‘* for fo much trafh as may 
be grafped thus.” It has not become the 
fervile vehicle of falfhood and corruption. 
Can you fay as much of your fleepy drone? 
No, fir, your filence under thefe charges is 
evincive of your guilt. Youdare not deny 
them; I would at once convict you of falf- 
hood, and hang yeu up to the public as a 
warning for your comrades. 


R. RUSTICOAT, 

——_€GA} 

Y WONDER what Duane, and Cheet- 
ham, and their under-ftrapper editors a- 
bout the country, mean by throwing their 
fang with fuch profufion at Callender—as 


if he Was not as good, and as much entitled 
to creditas themfelves. Callender his one 








thing to boaft of——nobody vows that 
he left his own country to fave his neck 
from the gallows, or his ears from the pil- 
lory—and nobody has feen fit te accufe him 
fince his arrival here, of itealing, breaking 
open, and publifhing private letters.—But 
Cheetham and Duane are not fo fortunate— 
the former widowed aBritifh gibbet by run- 
ning away—and the latter, it is faid, fhud- 
ders at the fight of a whipping poft or a 
gallows—they have, betweea them, fince 
their arrival here, ftolen,.and broken open, 
and publithed private letters. ——Mitchell 
knows what Ae left Stratford for.——But 
hold—the very name of a democratic prin- 
ter, 1s enough to make an honest man figh 
for the depravity of human nature. 


FOR THE WASP. 








Mr. Jefferson promised to “restore harmony to social intercourse ;”” 
that is, the unhappy opposition between federalists and democrats 
would be healed. And to effect this) he reprobeted the former 
asa ‘ Sect,” and turned the best men among them out of office. 
What a peace-maker! So far however from reconciling the fe- 
deral and jacobin parties, he can not even keep his own party 
together. For in one twe!ve-month after his election, we have 
seen his own gentry ready to cut each others throats—challeng- 
ing, fighting, and carrying on as if the very devil was in them. 
What a peace maker! It would be productive of national tran. 
quility indeed, if the people, when they come alittle to themselves 
should brush off this man Thomas, and his whole unruly retinue 
of office hunters, atence. These fellows will never suffer us to 
be quiet as Jong as one of them has an office which another wants 
to have. Forthis they slandered the federalists, and for this they 
stand ready to destroy each other. The very picture of Freneh 
patriotism ! we know not our Buonaparte yet. But have him we 
must, if the people will suffer a set of knaves to agitate them. 





‘THE HARMONY OF SOCIAL INTERCOURSE.” 


A NEW SONG. 


Anas and alack! have you heard of the fray—. 
The shooting and fighting at "York to’ther day ? 
How Clinton was challeng’d to go out of town, 
That Swartwont might bring the great coyncil-man down. 
* Down, down, Clinton, down. 


It seems that Dewitt, of his life was so fond, 
le pray’d and he begg’d almost down tathe ground, 
But John was determin’d, with passion so blown, 


To bring Dewitt Clinton, the council-man down. 


Down, down, Clinton, down. 
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But nought would avail, and afraid of ef the mob, 
He ventur'd, at last on the murdersome job ; 
Yet still he kept begging, in pitiful moan, 


So terrible ’fraid was the dog to come down. 
Down, down, Clinton, down. 


To Riker, his friend, he sincerely declar’d, 
Cld Soldiers to ruin he never had fear'd : 
The blame onhis uncle was easily thrown— 
His courage was great then—but now it sunk down. 
Down, down, guite low down. 


The battle began, and the work it prov’d hot-—— 
And Dewitt shot and begg’d, and he begg’d anc he shot. 
Such curious manoeuvres sure never were known ; 
And the reason is this :—he fear’d to come down. 
Down, down, Clinton, down. 


His jacket was ripp’d by an impudent. ball— 
A wound in his coat seem’d to threaten his fall; 
The Senator then looking frightful at John, 
Deciar’d no more risque he’d run to come down. 
Down, down, Clinton, down: 


To give satisfaction, ’tis said that he came, 
And did it, by making his enemy lame ; 
And then, like a christian, so meek, left the ground, 
White Swartwout was wond’ring he hadn’t come down 
: Down, dawn, Clinton, down 


The friends of the people no longer unite ; 
But they fret and they scold, and they challenge and fight : 
So, by all men of sense, ’tis very well known, 
A house thus divided must soon tumble down. 
Down, down, demces, down. 


They prais’d up each other a twelve-month ago, 

They liedand they conquer’d, and all was Suzza / 

The fishes and loaves now distributed round, 

The next thing they seck is, to pull themselves down. 
Down, dewn, lyars, down, 


But virtue will tow’r on the quarrels of vicc— 
The Sun of the East shall continue to rise— 
Dispel the dark clouds th’ horizon around, 
And bring the rude quarrelsome faction all down. 
Down, dowa, faction cow. 


Thea Cheetham, Duane, and the whole fore‘gn band, 

Who harpy-like, feed on the fat of our land, 

Shall leave to Columbians the care of their own, 

And Swiss Gallatin shall himself be brought down. 
Down, Gallatin, down 


SIMON SLEEKJACKET. 


——— EES 
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FROM HEAD-QUARTERS. 


O:rRWHELM'D with disappointment, shame and grief, 
Old Captain SaTan, jong the faithful Chief 
Of Democrats.on earth as well as hell; 
Cast o’er his sinking cauce a sad survey, 
Dash’d from his hantl th’ inaugural speech away, 
Then into rage and bitter ravings fell : 








Zounds ! thus it always fares !—the brainless fools! 
In spite of all my lessons—all my rules !— 
« I'm atthe point the scoundrels to disown-— 
‘« Thus, lovingly, a bold, advent’rous band 
‘¢ Shall seize upon the treasure, hand in hand—- 

«* Come to divide, they’li quarrel for a bone 
«« My patience fails !—See how the ravcals trim ! 


« Lo, CaLLenper !—who would have thought of him ? 
«* Now plucking feathers from his Patron’s nest ; 

Next Woon must play the fool, and “ write a book” ~ 
Better the cause, they'd never undertook ; 

«« Or had the dogs been Yyburn’d, still the best. 
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But what are these to yonder cursed split 

Between the B-rritres and my dear Do witr 7— 

‘ Lo! pamphiets, squibs, and duels !—W hat a shame! 
« Why, damme, was’t for this—the loggerheads !— 

I set them up in triumph o’er the Feds , 

“« Working the cards to give them Low, Yaaé, Game °-- 


‘ 


Y 
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Methought the thing was going to my mind ; 

Ore jear had pass’d as I myselt enjoin’ ; 

«~And meagre merit hung the sickly head ; 
K.naves look’d abroad, and boldly seiz’d the helm 
Yalshood was “ quich in mar/et” through the realro, 


« Truth wrapp'd in clouds, and fed’raiism in shade 
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Methought at length the victory was mine, 
The democrats were brought to discipline, 
«© And Union seem’d the order of the day 
‘« Patne wasin France, and seem'd to spare the quily 
+ Ev'n ApraM Bisniop premis’d to be still, 
** And all our prospects ina hopeful way.— 


. 
- 
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« Now, curse me, ifthe cause is worth a sous /—~ 
« I've haifa mond to bid it here adieu ; 
‘“ Perhaps, wrhout me, they would Sind the odds— 
s 'T were not Impossibie they make a shift ; 
« There’smany scoundrels yet to give a lift ; 
“ Andlet themcalluponitheir Twenty Gods.” 


~~ 


FOR THE WASP. 


Solution of A stTrinG or Renusses, which appeared in the Wasp, 
No. 5. 


wy” Fairny Bos, 
shall not attempt this solution im rhyme, because! fear I should 
make as bad work of it, as did the writers of the Rebuses 
themselves. Tim. Twist. 


No. 1.—The whole virtve that a Wasp produces is precisely — 


none at all ;—and exact/y so much “ dwells in a democrat‘s mind.” 


No. 2.—GaLttows—* which each jacobin fears” in good earnest. 
No. 3.—Honesty—which “ meets with the demo‘s abuse,’’ eve- 


ry body knows. 
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